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Chapter One 


wouw 


Disclaimer: The following exists solely in my odd, little imagination. Would never in my life harm any of these 
people. Oh, and most certainly no harm meant to the ‘Princess of Love’. 


A comedy inspired by Monty Python and the Holy Grail. 


wouw 


"You must be joking" The lovely, fair-skinned redhead glared daggers at the king. "There's no way in hell l'd wed 
that-that monster!" 


King David rubbed his forehead, pushing back the short locks of blond hair that had fallen in his eyes. "Dear 


God, not another tantrum. Will you ever outgrow them?" 
"Nol" The redhead stomped a foot, gray-blue eyes seeming almost to glow with rage. "I am not marrying that 
fucking monster. And did you see the way she walks, and the way she was looking at my knight? She'd shag 


him first chance she got!" 


"Well," David said dryly, "since you're already ahead of her in that area, | don't see that it makes much of a 


difference." 
"Father!" Axl shrieked. "You cannot except me to be happy marrying that pig!" 


"Axl. You truly are a brat prince." David leaned one burgundy-suited shoulder against the doorframe. "You will 
marry the Princess of Love. You will pretend to be happy, so that neither she nor her father have reason to 


call off this arrangement. You will even-" A smirk very nearly broke over his thin lips- "Give her a child" 


Prince Axl paled. His knees felt weak, and he found himself sinking down at his desk chair. "| cannot," he 
whispered. 


"Without a child, an heir, the Love family would have cause to annul the marriage. In any case, there is the 
wedding night to think of," he added thoughtfully. "The officials shall want proof, a bloodied bed linen or some 


such." 

Axl swallowed. "| couldn't do that. | just..couldn't" 

David sighed. "Try thinking of your knight. That ought to do the trick, oughtn't it?" 

The blue eyes went smoky gray. "I hate you." 

"As well | know. But it's your life I'm attempting to salvage." He turned to the guard at the door. "Gilby, His 
Highness is not to leave this room from this moment until the moment of the marriage party, when | myself 
shall come to escort him. | want him to receive no visitors.” His eyes went cold. "Most especially Sir Slash. Is 
that understood?" 


Gilby nodded. "Understood, Majesty. 


"Good" David glanced back at his son "It isn't the end of the world, Axl. Try not to look as though it is. 


Tomorrow is your wedding day." 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Axl never rose from the chair, never looked up his dull examination of the oaken desk. Tomorrow was his 
wedding day. Tomorrow he would take the hand of the Princess of Love, and they would be joined. He fought 
back a shudder. Oh, God, to even think about it made his stomach turn. 


He was half drunk now, from the brandy bottle he kept in his desk for Slash's visits. Half drunk and desperate. 
He needed help. But how to get it? He couldn't run away now. Gilby would stop him, Gilby, ever loyal to the king, 
and always faintly disgusted by the prince. 


Axl glanced out the window beside him and frowned. Too far to jump. The poor prince whose hair was too long 
to please, but not long enough to form a ladder, like that golden-haired bitch that let her prince climb up her 


braid. Hmm, did that make him a princess? He giggled, then scowled, annoyed with the girlish noise. 


Well, if he was a princess, desperate to escape, but unable, what would happen? He'd get a shining knight to 
rescue him. Slash was too angry at him to help. But maybe there was another knight? But then, how to get to 
them. 


His eyes fell on the parchment on his desk, and he grinned. A note! A note pleading for help from some 


passerby, who would miraculously find his note before tomorrow, and come and rescue him. 


But then, who would really come to his rescue? No one was going to rescue the prissy little princess, who by 


all rights should have been a princess. 


He sighed and let his head fall on the desk. He should have run away with Slash when the knight had asked him 
to. And yet he'd known, even as the shaggy, black-haired man asked him, that Slash didn't really want it. And 


so he'd said no. 


"Why?" Slash had demanded. "You'd sooner die than marry Courtney, so what's to say no to? We'll grab two 
horses and ride off into the sunset, like that idiotic poetry of yours says." 


"Not with you," Axl had said, but nestled closer to him, Slash's body warm against his, the straw rough but 


sweet-scented under him, while the snorts of horses came to his ears. 

"Oh." Slash sighed. "That old love thing again?" 

He nodded against Slash. "You're not my true love." 

"Well, you aren't mine either. But have you ever considered that maybe your true love doesn't exist?" 


No, he hadn't considered it. Didn't want to. But he believed it. Because of course, if he had a true love, they 


would have come to him by now. 


He looked down at the parchment his fingers had involuntarily begun scribbling on. Oh, why bother? He 


crumpled it up and threw it across the room. Gilby glanced over at the sound, 


What did any of it matter? Whether he married the princess or ran away with Slash, or was rescued b some 


idiot, it all came out the same. Tomorrow at sunset, he was going to die. 


vunyunynyuyunynyununynunynynununnunuunuunuunuunuunun nwnw 


"Mmm" Closing his eyes, Izzy leaned back against the tree, pressing his head into the rough bark. His hands, 
knotted in the whore's hair, tightened, and he had to force himself to relax, least he tear out some of that 
fluffy blondness. 


The wet heat left him, and he shivered, opening his eyes. The young man, "Duff", was looking up at him, a grin 


on his face. 

"What's wrong?! 

Duff shook his head, lips still curled up. "You're awful sensitive." 

Izzy stared at him for a minute, before snorting. "Right then. Sensitive me." 
"Did'ya want me to get back to it then?" 

"If you wouldn't mind terribly." 

"Well, it is what y'pay me for." 


The words didn't seem to disturb him though, as he dropped back to his task. Izzy felt a moment of pity for 
the man, still so young, who had been treated so harshly in the past. His fingers went back to the blond hair, 
carding softly through the lengths now. He wished he could give Duff the gold to keep him off the London 
streets, but gold wasn't likely to be in either of their futures. At least Duff would be treated well for the 


next few weeks. Even if he was here to work. 


Izzy wondered if hiring the man meant he was no better than those who had used him in the past, and sighed. 
But it was so hard to find someone to spend the night with when one had..tastes, as Izzy had. A sword in the 


gut-or some other vital area-was more likely to accompany any invitation 


Duff finished quickly, swallowing down Izzy's come, licking his own lips clean, and standing. Izzy stared up at him, 
amazed, not for the first time, at his height. "You should have been a knight." 


"Nah, sir.” Duff grinned again. "Can't stand blood. l'm goin’ tfeed your horse." 


After he'd disappeared into the trees, Izzy remained seated, gazing up at the thick, leafy canopy above him. He 
felt so good at this moment, so content. If only it could always be like this. Maybe he should try to keep Duff 
for a more permanent time. Other men kept mistresses. Why could he not? Perhaps because he was only a 
poor mercenary. All the tales of men becoming rich by acting as soldiers for hire? Hardly. Or maybe, it was 
because Duff was a man, as all Izzy's lovers were men, and one simply did not let something like that become 


publicly known. Or maybe it was because he didn't love the whore, and never would. 


A shriek broke through the air, and Izzy sprang to his feet, hand on his sword hilt. "Duff" he shouted, 
shooting through the trees. 


"Bloody fucking helll" the blond shouted, turning to look at Izzy as he burst through the trees. "Your damn 


horse is dead" 


"What in God's name?" Izzy dropped down to his knees beside the sprawled out animal, finger flying to the 


arrow protruding from his neck. "Who in the hell would want to kill my horse?" 
"Have to say, you didn't mention any enemies when you offered my the job." 


| haven't got any." He frowned, fingering the arrow shaft, and the piece of parchment rolled around it and tied 
with a scarlet ribbon. He quickly unfolded the parchment, rolling it out. Blurred ink was scrawled across the 
page, and his gut tightened. Then released. Because the sloppy writing held no threat, no anger, no hint of 
someone who meant him harm. "Duff. Look at this." 


The blond glanced at the paper, then at Izzy. "Just so you know, reading is not one of my required job skills.” 
"It says, ‘To whomever may chance upon this letter, God willing it be in time, | plead your aid. Tomorrow even, 
which is the Midsummer's Eve, it is my father's intention to have me wed to a creature of the most 
despicable sort. | truly believe that if this marriage is to go through, | am better off to die, and may be 
forced to cause such to occur. | implore, | beg, that whatever good soul may find this entreaty shall answer 
my beckon, and see fit to divert this disastrous marriage. Upon such event, | swear upon my soul and the soul 
of my fathers before me, that | shall reward my rescuer in whatever manner he see fit, or spend the 
remainder of my life repaying my debt." 

"Huh." Duff arched a brow. 


"IFs signed, ‘the eldest child and crown heir of the kingdom of Rose." Izzy stared down at his dead horse. "My 


God, a princess killed my horse" 

"You could always ask for that for your reward. Another horse. Two maybe. My feet are sore" 
Izzy glanced at the whore in surprise. "Well, Im not rescuing her: 

"Why not?" 


"It would take too much time. And besides, one mercenary and a whore who doesn't like blood, going up against 


what's likely an entire castle guard?" 


Duff shrugged. “It isn't as if you've got any other choice. You're horse is dead. The Rose Castle is half a mile 
away. London is at least fifty. Really want to walk that?" 


Izzy turned again to glare at the dead steed. "Damn it" 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Someday, man was going to invent the absolute perfect drink Until then, Sir Slash mused, leaned against the 
exterior wall of the castle, there was brandy. Tipping back the bottle, he downed the last swallow of the strong 


liquor. Damn, that was good. Too bad it was all gone. Too bad there hadn't been enough left in the bottle to get 
him more drunk. Now, this stage of drunkenness was pretty good-everything had gone warm and fuzzy-but 
he'd rather have knocked himself out. So long as he retained his consciousness, he could remember why he 


wanted to be drunk. 
Fucking Axl. The dumb ass, shrieking, brat princess. Well, prince. Not that there was a difference with Axl. 


Slash cared, he really did. But Axl was right, there was no love between them. Still, he cared enough that he 
didn't want to see Axl get hung or stoned over his..abilities and inabilities. Although-he almost grinned-he'd 
give a year's wages to see Princess Courtney's face when Axl couldn't..perform..on their wedding night. Or 
maybe he would be able to. Slash wasn't sure how that worked exactly. But he'd never seen the prince with 


any of the numerous castle sluts. Not of the female sort anyway. 
Something poked into his shoulder, and he turned his head quickly. Damn it, no sword.. 


Two men stood beside him, staring down at him, and he wondered if he was really that drunk, that he hadn't 
heard them approach. 


"Who the hell are you?" 
The shorter of the two, an armored man with dark brown hair, eyed him dubiously. "Good day to you, sir. | 
must ask you to step aside from the gate. | will not be denied entrance." He drew a cheap but effective looking 


steel blade. 


"Hey." The other man, tall, with somewhat fluffy blond hair, grabbed at the first man's shoulder. "You're not 


gonna run him through are you? | mean..he'll bleed an awful lot, and he looks pretty drunk anyway." 
Oh, well, now this man was faintly interesting. His breeches were awfully tight, and the neck of his shirt was 
so wide, it fell completely off one shoulder. And he stood in an odd manner for a man, with one leg poised so 


that his hips were tilted. If he'd been a woman, Slash would have thought him a slut. But then, he liked sluts. 


Bracing a hand against the wall, Slash stood, staggering. "And what business have you had-or, got, rather- 
without..no..within?..the castle?" 


"We are here," the armored one announced, "to rescue the princess." 
Slash frowned. "What princess?" 


"The one who is to be wed tomorrow even Do not bar the way from me; | warn you | am well skilled with the 


sword." 


"Why would you want to rescue the princess?" He must be really drunk, because he just wasn't getting this. 


"What, are you from Love or something?" 


"We hail from London. Such is not important. What is important is that we have answered the message of the 


crown princess of Rose, and we are here to rescue her." 


Slash reached out and snagged the paper the man was waving. For a minute he stared. Then he gaped. Then he 
burst out laughing. "The brat!" 


He stopped laughing when he found a sword point pressed against his chest, unamored, clothed only in a dirty 


white shirt. "You want to rescue the princess? Sure. Hell, I'll lead you to her." 

"It could be a trap," the blond man said, as the hesitated. 

"Aw, not for you pretty,” Slash promised, winking at the man 

The blond arched a single brow, and the corner of his lips curved up. "How sweet." 


“All right then" The other scowled. "Lead on, sir." 


NUNN NNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNNN NNN NNN 


"Axl, you silly brat prince." 


The prince groaned, slowly opening his eyes. Oh, dear Lord, his head pounded like a thousand horses were 
running through it. "What-?" He struggled to focus on the tall, slender woman standing beside his bed, rippling 
black hair falling down to the backs of her knees. "Fairy godmother Cher." He sat up, sighing. "What do you 


want now?" 


"What do you think?" She gave his ears a light boxing. "Tomorrow night is your twenty-second birthday, and 


here you are, sleeping, not doing a thing to save your life." 
"Oh, go away." His pretty mouth scowled. "Its your fault you know." 


"I know, | know." She threw up her hands. "Hey, among my people, it's a blessing, being given the chance to find 


true love. But you, you act like it's a curse." 


He glared. "You told me when | was twelve years old that | had to find my true love within the next ten years, 
and if | didn’t, | would turn to stone, starting with my heart, and that I'd be able to see out into the world, but 
never move. I'd have to watch the world pass me by for centuries, until the stone | was made of finally 


crumbled." 


"It was supposed to be incentive! And besides," she said, sitting on the edge of his bed beside him, "you always 
forget the good parts. If you find your true love in the time you're given, if you entrust yourself to them 


completely, and share with them a single perfect moment, then you and your love will live happily for the rest 


of your lives. Love will burn between you until the day you die. Doesn't that sound good to you?" 


Axl pulled his knees into his chest and stared down at his feet. "It sounds perfect. But perfection's not real, is 
it? You heard about the Love princess?" 


His fairy godmother slid an arm around him. "You know, she wasn't quite what | had in mind when | told David 


to help you find your soul mate" 

"He thinks her name is a sign He says since | haven't found my true love in all this time, he'll have to find her 
for me" He scowled again. ‘It's always a ‘her’ with him. | mean, Slash is the closest I've come to love, and did 
Father ever help with that? Not a chance’ 

"Honey, he used to be different. Anyway, he just wants what's best for you. And for the kingdom, of course" 
"But nobody cares about what | think is best for me," he muttered 

"Axl, answer me true now: Do you want to marry Slash?" 

"Marry him?" He scoffed. "Since when did you turn to comedy?" 

"Im serious. Answer or I'l turn you into a frog with so many warts even Slash won't kiss you” 

"Fine." He looked up, met her eyes. "I. No. | dont” 

"Why not?" 

"| don't love him" He looked down again. "I don't love anyone, and no one loves me. 


Cher smiled, and squeezed her arm around his shoulders. "Just wait, honey. Oh, and in the mean time-" She 


whipped a white satin gown out of nowhere, complete with lace and ruffles. "Put this on" 


Chapter Two 


Disclaimer: Again, it ain't real. No ‘arm meant, eh? 


wouw 


lzzy shifted his feet nervously, standing behind the drunken knight, "Slash," as he fumbled with the lock on a 
door. Finally, the door gave, and he stepped into the room. Izzy followed quickly with Duff. 


"Sir Slash!" A sentry-inside the room, odd place for him to be, Izzy mused-stared at him in horror. "You're 


into allowed to be in here. His Majesty's orders!" 

"Stuff it, Gilby." He pushed past the man, and squinted. "Where the hell is he?" 

‘In his bedchamber, sir, but-" He stopped and glowered at Izzy and Duff. "And who are you?" 
"Aw, Gil" Slash grinned. "They wanna rescue the princess." 

"The princess isn’t here," Gilby said, frowning. "And | don't think she wants to be rescued." 


"Shut up already, will you? You'll ruin my surprise." He tromped into the room, heading straight for the door to 
the bedchamber. 


Izzy started to follow, and found his way barred by the sentry. 

"You shall not pass,” he said, raising his sword before him. 

Izzy looked at him doubtfully. Strong, sure, but not more than he himself. His sword might have been ornate, 
but no better then Izzy's. He drew his sword in a motion so fast the other man looked startled. "| shall pass, 
sir, by your bidding or over your body." 

The sentry held his head high, eyes glaring back at Izzy. "On my honor, sir, | cannot allow you to pass.” 

| haven't got time for this," Izzy muttered. "All | wanted was to get back to London, find more work, make 
some money, but your damned princess had to kill my horse. Now get out of my way before | run you 
through." 


"| shall not!" With that, the sentry rushed him, sword swinging. 


Izzy brought his own sword up, blocking the blow aimed at him, and striking again. His blade sank into the 
sentry's stomach like a knife into pudding. 


"Holy shagging sheep," Slash spit out, staring at Izzy while the sentry slid down to his knees, eyes wide, blood 
seeping from his stomach. "| didn't say to bloody kill him! Do you have any idea how much crap I'll get for 
this?" 


"Oh, fuck," a smaller voice groaned, and Izzy turned, slightly dazed, to find Duff clinging to his arm. "Blood." 
‘I'm sorry," Izzy said dumbly. Why the hell had he done that? He could easily have disarmed the poor sentry. 
Instead the man lay in a heap of moaning flesh. Izzy sighed. And yet..he couldn't help but feel a certain twinge 


of satisfaction as the sentry finally consented to close his eyes in death. An irritating sentry he had been 


He shook his head. "The princess," he said briskly, sheathing his stained sword. "Where is she? | want my 
reward, and | want to get out of here." 


"Oh, God, Izzy, why'd you have to kill him?" Duff clutched at his stomach, his face a pale shade of green. "I'm 


gonna be sick now." 

Slash moved closer to Duff, sliding an arm around him. "You all right?" 

"Do | look all right?" Duff snapped. 

"Maybe you should leave the room" 

The blond glanced up, sickness gone from his expression, sly look replacing it. "Maybe | shouldn't be alone." 
Izzy fought back a snort. "Sir Slash, if you wouldn't mind?" 

"Huh?" The black-haired knight broke Duffs gaze long enough to glance at Izzy. "Oh, of course. There, the 
princess's right through that door. Probably fast asleep. Just pick ‘er up and bring her on out. We'll uh.." He 


yielded to Duff's tug and followed him out into the hallway. "Good luck.” 


And so Izzy stood alone in the princess's chambers, debating whether or not it was proper to simply walk into 


her bedchamber. Think of your horse, he told himself. Was it proper to just shoot it? 


He shoved the bedroom door open and strode inside. "Princess," he declared, eyes alighting on the slim figure 
who stood with her back to him, gazing out her window at the darkening countryside laid below her. "I have 


come to rescue you." 


Her hands, gripping the windowsill, tensed, but other than that, she didn't move. Izzy squinted, trying to see 
past the sunlight that burned brightly off her length of silky red hair. All he could make out was the gown she 
wore, white silk, he guessed, simple yet elegant, with gold threads weaving a shimmering pattern around her 


waist and cuffs. Hmm, no prince, however big, was going to be able to span that waist with his hands. 


Slowly, she turned. A profile came into view, one that had Izzy swallowing, because it was a lovely, clear profile, 


one that captured him, and he had never been captured by the sight of a woman before. Then she stood 
facing him fully, and he couldn't help but think, however beautiful he suddenly thought her, that she looked a 
wee bit odd. 


rincess* he said uncertainly. You are The crown princess oT Kose‘ 
"Princess?" he said uncertainly. "You are th p f Rose?" 


"Well," the princess drawled, and her voice was deep, her bluish eyes strangely sharp, "I am the heir to the 
Rose thrown. But the last time | checked, | sure as hell wasn't a princess." 


Realization dawned slowly, and Izzy's eyes widened. Why was it that it had never occurred to him to get one of 


his lovers into a dress? The effect was devastatingly wondrous. He blinked back to the situation at hand. 


"You're a man" 

"Rather." 

"Then I've been led to the wrong room. l." That dress, those eyes, they were doing something to him, turning 
him into a pile of melted cream. "I beg pardon. | must find the princess." Damn it, of course it was too good to 
be true. 

"The princess of Love, you mean?" 


Izzy frowned. "The princess of Rose. She who is to be wed tomorrow even It was her note | found." 


The prince's eyes widened slightly. "Wouldn't happen to be a note saying she's to be wed to a monster, and 


please help her, and she'll give you whatever you want in return, would it?" 
"It might have been" 

"Ah, well, then" The prince's eyes drifted downward, and he fidgeted with the lace on one sleeve. "I wrote that! 
Izzy stared blankly. "| beg your pardon?" 

"| did But Ive no clue how the hell it got out of my room. | thought | threw it away” 

"You wrote that?" 

oe 


Izzy's eyes narrowed. "You killed my horse with that fool's note, and you haven't even got the decency to bea 


damsel in distress!" 


The prince blinked. "I'm sorry?" 


Izzy threw up his hands. "In God's name, what have | done to deserve this?" 

"Oh, we've all done something, haven't we?" The prince dropped down calmly to sit on the edge of his bed. Izzy 
took a moment to notice that the blankets were..pink. "Look, now, | may not have intended to send the letter, 
but I'm willing to carry through with it. You get me out of this castle.." His eyes went a dark, smoky shade, 
and his lips curved slightly as he lay back, arching his neck just a bit. "And I'll be more than happy to give you 
whatever you want." 

Now Izzy blinked "Why are you wearing a dress?" he demanded. 

The prince waved a hand. "Long story, which you wouldn't understand. Come on now, deal or no?" 


"No!" Izzy glared. "You killed my horse. All | want is a horse. You owe it to me." 


‘Ive already stated that | had nothing to do with killing your hose-| think you're a bit deranged if you think a 


piece of parchment can kill a horse-so | owe you nothing of the sort" 
"Not parchment, | think," Izzy said dryly. "It was rather the arrow the parchment was attached to." 
The prince glowered. "Look, will you just rescue me already? It's what you came here for." 


"I will not," Izzy replied stubbornly. "l." His voice trailed off as the prince shifted, and his skirt rode up a few 
inches, first showing only his bare feet, then going further up. 


"Stop staring at my legs," the prince said crossly. "At least until you rescue me." 
Izzy broke his gaze away. "This is pure insanity.’ 


The prince rolled his eyes, and hopped up. "Fine. Gilby! Why the hell did you let this moron in-" He stopped 


short as walked into the main room and saw Gilby lying on the floor. "Gil?" 
Izzy winced. "He's rather dead" 

"Really?" The prince poked at him with a bare toe. "Are you sure?" 

"Quite sure." 


A grin broke out across the prince's face, lighting his expression up. He whirled around, grabbed Izzy by the 
shoulders and darted in to plant a kiss on Izzy's lips. 


While Izzy stood stunned, he pulled back again, still grinning. "Never liked the fucker." He threw open the door to 
the hallway, hiking up his skirt. "Anyway, now | can rescue myself. You had your chance with me; now you can 


just forget about it" 


With that, he dashed out. Izzy got to the door just in time to see him bounding down the steep steps like 
jackrabbit. Watching, he lifted two fingers to his lips, feeling where the prince's lips had been only a moment 
ago. Suddenly he wondered if maybe he should have rescued him after all. 


Shaking his head, he left the room, giving the dead sentry only a brief last glance. "Duff? Sir Slash?" Hearing a 


mumble that might have been an answer, he peered around the corner. "Duff?" 


He stopped short when he caught sight of Duff leaning against the stone hallway, pinned there by Slash, who 
raised his head from Duff's when Izzy ahemmed. 


"Oh," the knight said. "Uh..sorry?" 

"Don't be," Duff purred, giving Izzy a warning glance. 

"Yes, don't be," Izzy echoed, looking away. "Ah, | suppose you should know, your ‘princess’ ran away." 
"What?" Slash leapt back, eyes going wide. "How the- What the fuck?" 

"Well, you wanted him rescued." Frankly, Izzy was getting a just a little tired of this whole thing. 
"Him?" Duff asked. 

"Long story." 


"How could you just let him leave?" Slash didn't appear the slightest bit drunk now. "The King's gonna fucking kil 
mel First you kill Gilby, then you let Axl escape." He moaned. "My life is over, just fucking over." 


Duff laid a comforting arm around the distressed knight, while directing an icy glare at Izzy. "Fix it” 
"lm gonna die," Slash muttered, but had the presence of mind to lean into Duff. 


"How am | supposed to fix it?" Izzy demanded. "He's the one who thought it would be a great joke for me to 


rescue a damned prissy prince." 


"Fix it," Duff said calmly, "or I'll cut it off while you sleep. Besides, you do owe him. You said you were going to 


rescue a princess, not kill a guard." 
"Oh, fine. It isn't as though this can be any more of a disaster." 


NUNN NNNNNNNNN NN NNN NNNN NNN 


"You could be more reasonable," Queen Tina commented, fingers working nimbly at a piece of embroidery. 


"And what would you like me to do?" David asked dryly. "Announce to the whole world that my son is to wed 
another man? And at that, a man whose noble blood is in question, a knight with no lands, nothing but a bottle 
of brandy?" 

"And you ask where your son gets his dramatics." 


"Don't start." 


She shook her head, pursing her full lips. In the corner, a servant was building the fire before night came on, 


and the light flickered off her dark skin. "You know, he isn't so different than you were." 
"| was never such a brattling." 

"His tastes, David, his tastes." 

‘| believe | requested that this subject not be revived again" 

"Oh, come now..Ziggy." 

He arched a sharp brow. "Don't." 


Before she could press further, a slow, heavy knock sounded at the door. Without waiting for an invitation, the 
door to the hall pressed open, and a certain "knight" slunk in. 


David's eyes narrowed. "And you would have this news how?" 
Slash swallowed. "It's. a long story." 
"Pray, do tell." 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Izzy found the princess—damn, it was a prince, why couldn't he remember that?-exactly where he'd expected. 
Throwing a saddle on a tall, rangy horse in the stables. He seemed to be having some trouble moving, as he 
kept tripping on his skirt. 


"Prince Axl," Izzy called, boots thudding as he came down the aisle. "I've been ordered to bring you back" 


Axl shot him a burning look. "Not a chance in hell" He grabbed the horse's bridle and dragged the reluctant 


animal out of its stall. "Come on, you dumb shit, move." 


"Highness." Izzy reached for the reins, bringing the horse to a stop. "You're the crown prince to a wealthy 
kingdom. What can possibly be so terrible about your future that you would run from it?" 


"You wouldn't understand.” Axl shoved a hand against Izzy chest, trying to get him out of his way. Only the 
man wasn't so easy to move as he looked. Well, he was wearing armor. "Look, what do you want from me? 
Whatever it is, we can come to some sort of agreement, can't we? Just name your price to let me go." 
"Yes, | always work for a price,” Izzy said softly. 

Axl smirked. "Good. How much gold do you want? Hell, I'll tell you how to get into the whole treasury.’ 

"| don't steal." 


"Just get out of my way." 


"| could." The other man's tone was wondering. "But | don't find that | want to." His cheeks gained a hint of pink. 


"You're rather lovely for a man" 


Ah, of course.. Axis eyes instantly lost their anger, fading into the old smokiness. "Well." The tip of his tongue 
darted out to wet his lips. "I can be just as lovely as you want." 


The mercenary blushed brighter, looking away. Axl scented victory. 
"What's your name?" he murmured. 
‘Izzy. lazy Stradlin" 


"Izzy," he purred. "Well, Izzy, | can be very lovely if you want. And | can be very good, too. Do you want me to 
be?" 


"l" lzzy Stradlin's very ears were red. "I just need to take you. Take you back, | mean" 


Axl laughed, low and husky. "And what if | don't want to go back? There are a lot of horses here, Izzy. Isn't 
that what you wanted, a horse?" He leaned forward, as if to move into Izzy, but then rubbed his cheek against 
the horse's neck instead. He eyed the other through half-closed eyes. "Why don't you come with me, Izzy? We 


can go..wherever you want. Do..whatever you want." 
"| already have someone for that." Izzy refused to look in his eyes, and Axl was losing his hold. He could feel it, 
as Izzy stepped forward and took his shoulders firmly, pulling him away from the horse. "Come on," he said. 


"You're only nervous about your marriage. I've heard it's normal." 


"Fuck it," Axl hissed, dropping the seduction. He gave his shoulders a wrench, but Izzy didn't let go. They fell, 


crashing to the floor, Izzy landing squarely on top of Axl. 

"You brat," Izzy ground out as Axl yanked at his hair. "Hold still” 

"Hold still?" Axl shrieked. "Hold the fuck stilll Why don't you get the fuck off me, and I'll think about it. You 
piece of pig shit! Nervous about my marriage? The fuck | am. You have no fucking idea how nervous | am. Let 


me gol" He stilled abruptly, eyes going wide. "Are you wearing your sword?" 


"What does that have to do with anything?" The mercenary's eyes looked just a bit hazy, and his breathing 


was labored. But from what exactly, was Axl's question 

"Is digging into my hip." 

"That's..not my sword." 

He feigned a look of disbelief. "No?" 

"No." And here it hadn't seem possible for Izzy to blush any more. 

"So." Axl shifted his hips, biting back a grin at Izzy's tiny groan. "That's the way you like it, huh?" 


Izzy closed his eyes, and started to roll away. Axl caught him, wrapping his legs around his waist. "Don't go 


anywhere yet." 
"What are you doing?" Izzy asked suspiciously. 


Before he could question further, Axl, for the second time in half an hour, kissed him. He arched up and sealed 
his lips over Izzy's. 


'Mm-zl," Izzy tried to say, but the instant his lips parted, Axl's tongue shoved into his mouth. And he didn't 
mind. No, not with the prince's hips rocking against him, not with hands pulling gently in his hair, not with the 
heated body beneath his. Not, for the moment, he was just fine. Even fine enough to kiss back. 


He wondered briefly if the weight of his armor was crushing the prince. Apparently not. The prince was making 
tiny mewling noises into his mouth, and the sounds shot straight through Izzy like arrows of lust. This royal 
was undoubtedly touched by madness. But it had been a long time since anyone had responded this way 
without a bag of silver. 


He was drowning in these deep, hungry kisses, and if he sank any deeper, he knew he'd take the prince right 
there in the stable aisle. Izzy dragged his mouth away, moving down inches to lay wet kisses on the prince's 


throat. His skin tasted almost as sweat as his mouth had. 


"Izzy," the prince gasped, writhing against him. "Let's go away, you and me. You-you can have me for as long 


as you want, any way you want. Just don't make me go back" 
A tremor ran through Izzy, and it wasn't a good tremor. It was cold, and just a little frightened. This man, this 
prince, who wore a gown, and kissed him as though they were old lovers, was scaring him. Take the prince with 


him? He wasn't stupid. This King of Rose would send soldiers after them, certainly. Rescue a princess, hal Hang 
at the gallows more likely. 


He backed slowly off, disentangling the legs from around his waist, and climbing to his feet. "Get up." 


The prince lay there on the ground, chest rising and falling with his quick breaths. For a moment, his eyes 


darkened with something very near to hatred. "You're going to take me back." 
| gave my word to Sir Slash that | would." 


"The coward," the prince said dully, and the anger was gone from his eyes, leaving flat, empty mirrors. "I knew 


he wouldn't have gone through with it." 
"Please, Highness, stand up, and come back inside. It's likely to be both our necks if you won't" 


But the prince never seemed to hear him. "All | wanted," he murmured, "was one day. Just one last day. Was 
that so much to ask?" 


The prince wasn't going to move. So Izzy did the only thing he could. He reached down and scooped up the 


unresisting, gown-wearing prince, slung him over one shoulder, and carried him back. 
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David stared at his son. He stared at the gold-threaded gown. He half-listened as the mercenary, Izzy Stradlin, 
and Sir Slash took turns at explaining what had happened, while that Duff person alternated between hanging on 
Izzy and Slash. Then he went back to glowering at his son. 


Axl said nothing, merely sat in the chair in the corner where Izzy had placed him. His head was bowed, red- 
blond hair hanging around his face, hiding it. 


"Your fairy godmother and | are going to have a long talk," David said finally, giving Axl one last glare. "For 


now.." He glanced back to the mercenary. "You killed one of my sentries. | believe you owe me." 
Izzy inclined his head, but to his credit, didn't look overly frightened. "I do, Majesty.’ 


| want one day's service in payment of your debt" He ignored his queen's questioning look. "From now until 
tomorrow evening at sunset, you will guard Prince Axl. He will not leave your sight at any moment, and you will 


deliver him safely to his wedding ceremony. Do you agree?" 


lzzy looked at the prince, still not moving, and sighed. "Yes, Majesty." 


Its only for one day, he told himself. You can do that without getting either of you into any trouble. 


Fire flies 
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He kept his head bowed the whole time he was with Izzy. Couldn't let him see. Wouldn't let anyone see. 


He walked up the stairs, slipped into his room, and tried to close the door to his bedchambers, but a hand held 
the door open. He wanted to glare up at the mercenary, but then the tears spilling down his cheeks would be 


all too visible. 


‘lm not to let you out of my sight," Izzy reminded him softly. Axl wondered why he bothered with his façade 
of gentleness. But he nodded, and retreated to his bed, curling up on it without bothering to pull up the 
blankets. 


For a while, there was only silence, while the last of the evening light waned. 

‘Its not so bad," Izzy said finally, from the chair across from Axl's bed. "This whole marriage thing. I've heard 
that many men don't care for their wives, but they aren't miserable. You could always keep a lover on the 
side." 

"You don't understand, and you never will" Axl's voice threatened to break. "It's all over tomorrow. Either way, 
it's over. It's too late. It really wasn't enough time, ten years. | didn't start looking soon enough. Why did there 
have to be a deadline, anyway? How can | fall in love with that damn death sentence hanging over my head?" 
He quieted, shivering though it wasn't cold. "I just wanted one day, was all." 


"Your Highness?" 


Axl sat up, still keeping his face hidden. Through the window, he could make out the dark, hazy horizon. Further 
down, in the grass, a thousand tiny, greenish lights twinkled over the fields. "Fairies," he said softly. 


Izzy came to stand beside him. "Fire bugs." 

"I know that. But they look like fairies from far away." 

The mercenary didn't answer. 

One last day. One last night. He turned to look up at Izzy, and he didn't know if the man could see the tear 
stains on his cheeks in the darkness or not. "My father never said | had to stay here. He only said you had to 


be with me. | want to go down there. Into the field. | just want to see the night up close, one last time. | won't 


run away." 


The mercenary appeared to hesitate. 
"Please," Axl whispered. 
Slowly, he nodded, 
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He was glad, for some reason, to see the melancholy lift away from the prince. Izzy wondered if he was going 
soft, that a sad face would affect him so. And yet it seemed wrong to him that anyone so very lovely should 
be so sad. 

The prince looked so young, he thought, as he watched him dart through the tall grass in pursuit of a fire 
bug. Like a child, crowing with delight when he caught one in his cupped hand. Those lips, they were meant to 
smile like that, so sweet and carefree. When he glanced over, eyes alight even in the dark, Izzy felt something 


pang in his chest: 


"Here." The prince brought the captured fire bug to Izzy, holding it in a cupped hand close to his face. "Make a 


wish." 
Izzy felt as though his entire life was caught up in those gray-blue eyes. 
"Done?" 


He nodded, and the prince opened his hand. The insect crawled out to the tips of the prince's fingers, then 
lifted its wings and flew away, lighting up as it went. 


"When you release a fairy, she makes your wish come true," the prince said, lips twitching. "What did you wish 


for?" 

"| don't know." 

Prince Axl snorted. "Then how's it supposed to come true?" 

"| don't know." He was entranced by those eyes, by that face. It wasn't the dress at all, he realized, eyes taking 
in all of the prince. The prince was far more exquisite than any gown, with his bare feet, with his sweet 
beauty that was almost childish. It was Prince Axl himself that had enspelled him. 


The prince averted his eyes shyly, tucking a strand of hair behind his ear. "What's wrong?" 


"Nothing," Izzy answered softly. Just that l'm not at all certain what this tightness is in my heart. Or I'm all 


too certain, and that's what's so odd. After all, I've scarcely known you two hours. "You are the loveliest 


creature l've ever seen" 


For a long moment, Axl stared at him. Loveliest creature? No one had ever told him that before. Slash had 
once said that he was as cute as a dairy maid. Somehow it hadn't had quite the same effect on him. Because 
this..the sincere, yet confused, expression on Izzy's face..the almost reverent tone of his voice... IT all made Axl 
want to melt. 


He forced the playful smile back onto his face. "You're not bad either, but | don't think I'd call you lovely. 


Handsome maybe." 


Izzy's hand reached out, slowly, giving him time to pull back, but he didn't. Fingertips grazed his cheek, a warm 
palm cradled the side of his face. "So beautiful," Izzy murmured. 


Axl's heart felt like it was leaping in his throat. Those words, and that voice..and the wonderful look in those 
dark eyes. It was all for him. He wanted to shiver, but with something delicious and sad all at the same time. 


Why couldn't | have met you earlier? You could have been the one. Now it's too late. 


Izzy was leaning toward him. Axl held still, breath quickening. His eyelids fluttered closed, and soft, velvet lips 
closed over his. Instantly, a wave of dizziness swept over him, and he had to grasp Izzy's shoulders to keep 


from falling. But oh, this feeling, what was it? 


He parted his lips, not aggressively this time, but in surrender. Izzy dipped inside, sinking into him deeper and 
deeper until Axl wasn't sure which mouth was his own anymore. He moaned softly, arching against the 
mercenary. Thank God, the armor was gone; nothing now to rub against but light clothes and the hard body 
beneath. It felt like heaven. It tasted like heaven Behind his closed eyelids, he thought it was heaven that made 


the colors swim through his head. 

Izzy drew back, just enough so that he could drag in a breath. Axl felt that breath warm and fluttery on his 
face. He kept his eyes closed. If he opened them, he was positive the tears were going to start flowing again. It 
was so perfect. And so unfair. 


But if this was his last night of life.. 


He leaned into Izzy, keeping his arms around him, leaning his forehead against his shoulder. "Take me," he 


murmured. 
He heard Izzy's swallow. "l-here?" 


"Here, back in the castle, anywhere." He made his fingers into claws, keeping Izzy from pulling away. "Just take 


me. 


For a moment, there was no answer. Then, Izzy said, decisively, "Here." 


IT was insane, was Izzy's last coherent thought. And then he was pulling the prince down, down into the tall 


meadow grass. 
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Axl was dying. He must be dying; what else could this feeling be, this terrible pain that wrapped around him, 
squeezing him, killing him? And yet it was a sweet death. There was nothing he couldn't feel. The grass, soft 
and cool against his back. The cool night air rushing into his lungs with his gasping breaths. Izzy's soft hair 
under his fingers. Izzy's warm, hard body hovering above him. Izzy, sliding into him. Their bodies seemed to 
melt into each other, until they were one body. One body that moved in one rhythm, drawing in shuddery 
breaths together. 


Izzy sank in just right, and Axl shivered, eyes opening. Izzy was gazing down at him, and there was something in 
that dark gaze, something..frightened. Axl tightened his fingers in Izzy's hair, as if to anchor him there. Stay 
with me, he begged with his eyes. Save me. 


But as if sensed the unspoken plea, Izzy's gaze faltered. The pace held, but his eyes fell closed. Axl thought his 
heart was breaking. Even as Izzy's hand wrapped around his length, squeezing, stroking, and his world shattered, 


he could feel it cracking down the center. 
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Izzy rolled off afterward and lay on his side, not facing the prince. But the prince followed him, curling against 
his back. 


He couldn't quite understand what he'd just felt. Incredible, amazing. More so than he'd ever experienced. But 
there had been too much emotion for a quick shag. He had..felt..so much. Too much. It scared him. You weren't 


supposed to feel that much, not when you didn't even know the one you were with. 


But that was the problem. He felt as though he did know this prince. Had known him all his life. It felt right. 
Holding him, kissing him, loving him. Not shagging, not fucking. Loving. He shivered. 


He sat up slowly, reaching for his discarded tunic. He could hear Axl sitting up beside him, more slowly, but he 


avoided looking at him. "Get dressed," he said quietly. "We should be getting back." 


‘Of course," Axl said, and there was something about his voice, something broken, that made Izzy glance at 


him despite himself. Oh, God, were those tears? But the prince turned his head away, and lzzy couldn't tell. 
Back in the prince's bedchambers, Izzy settled down on the floor in the corner by the door. 


"You..." Axl's voice was hesitant. "You could sleep in the bed." 


"IFs all right," he said, giving him a quick glance. He immediately averted his eyes when he saw that Axl was 


once more peeling off his gown to bare naked flesh. 


The prince laughed, a soft, harsh sound. "Come on, get up here. We've already seen all there is to see, haven't 


we?" 

Izzy kept his eyes on the floor. "There's no need to complicate things, Highness." 

"No." His quiet voice firmed. "There really isn't, is there? But | mean it. Come up here, sleep. Don't worry. 
Everything will happen as it should. | won't tell my father about any of this, and yes, tomorrow evening, I'l 
marry the princess." 

"Perhaps she won't be so bad as you imagine." Oh, damn it all, what did it matter to him? But the cold, 
emotionless tone of the other was breaking him. He climbed to his feet and came to sit gingerly on the edge of 
the bed. Axl held up a corner of the blanket for him, and he slid under, without removing anything but his 
boots. "Outside." He fought the urge to apologize. "There can be no more. You understand." 

"Yes." The prince turned onto his side, facing away from Izzy. "I understand." 
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Axl awoke early, when the sky showing through the window was black, the darkness broken only by scattered 
starlight. Someone sat beside him. He sat up, huffing a soft sigh. "Cher." 


"Mmm, not so loud," she murmured. "You'll wake him up. And doesn't he look sweet when he's sleeping?" 


Axl glanced down at the man by his side. "Innocent." He looked back to Cher. “Usually | don't see you for months 


at a time. What's with the sudden fondness of me? Afraid you'll miss me after tomorrow?" 
She arched one brow. "Haven't | been doing everything | can for you?" 
Axl scowled. "By sending the letter, you mean. He says you killed his horse." 


"Well, how else was he going to come to the castle?" she replied indignantly. She smiled then. "You like him 


though, don't you?" 
Axl glanced away. "I don't know." 
"Axl Rose, don't you lie to me." 


He glared. "Yes. | like him. A hell of a lot. But what does it matter? You got him to me a whole day before my 


time runs out. It might as well be out now." 


‘Oh, come on, you're half in love with him right now, and you've only known him..five hours. Give it another 


day, you'll be mad for him." 


"But what about him? Cher, | don't understand him." His fingers traced patterns in the blankets. "He tells me 
things like how beautiful he thinks | am. He touches me like he actually cares. He kisses like he cares. And when 
we fu-" He halted at his fairy godmother's glower. "When we..made love..he was so gentle, worried about 
hurting me. He did everything to make it perfect for me. But then when it was over, it was just..over. He's 
gone from being hesitant, to caring, to just plain cold." He looked at Cher, longingly. "I thought maybe..we could 
be together again. Just once more, maybe twice. But then he didn't even wait for me to offer, he just said no." 


Cher's lips curved gracefully, and her hand smoothed over the side of his face. "Axl, hon, has it ever occurred 


to you that maybe he's as scared as you are?" 

"Scared? Of what?" 

"He felt as much as you did, honey, and that alone is enough to scare him. He's never cared about anybody, 
not with love. He can feel himself starting to care for you, and it frightens him that he can feel something like 
that so fast." 

"How do you know all that?" 

‘lm a fairy, remember? Don't ask stupid questions." 


His brow remained furrowed. "So he's just scared? But he feels it?" Maybe..maybe there was really a chance... 


"Well, that's the problem, Axl" Her tone turned serious. "Its that fear that's going to hold him back You've got 
to get him past that fear." 


"How?" 
"Right now he's so filled with fear and doubt, knowing that this caring can't be real, that its blocking any love 
he might have from developing. You've got to get him to love you so much that there's no room left for 


doubt." 


"But what does it matter," he reasoned, "so long as | know he's my true love? | mean, if he were. If | believed 


that before tomorrow night, wouldn't it be enough? I've found him, after all.” 


She shook her head. "You're forgetting that perfect moment you've got to share. It has to be a perfect 


moment for both of you, once in which you both believe in your love." 


"Damn it," he said quietly, then louder, more angrily, "Damn it! What the hell do | have to do? | can't make him 


fucking love me! | can't even make myself love him! Nobody can. Love happens. Nobody can force it. I'm going to 


fucking die! No. A fucking thousand times worse. I'll never die. God, Cher, this isn't fair." 
"No, hon, but life isn't fair. Here, lie down" 


"What? Why?" He resisted as she pushed him down. 


"Come on now, any more fussing and you'll wake your brave Izzy up. Just lie still" She reached over and took 


Izzy's limp arm carefully, and draped it over Axl's stomach. "Now go to sleep." 
"Cher-" 


"Hush!" She rubbed her fingertips together over his forehead, and a strange, sparkling pink dust fell into his 
eyes. 


"Damn it, that stings." Then his eyelids dropped shut, and the world went still 
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The thing Izzy was aware of first was the warm body pressing against his chest. He could feel Axl's heat even 
through the fabric of his shirt. The prince himself, Izzy saw when he peeped out from under his lashes, wasn't 
wearing a shirt. He looked all the better for it. His eyes were still closed in sleep, and his red-blond hair stuck 
up at odd angles, brushing against Izzy's front. One arm had been tucked up under Izzy's, so that they had 
been hugging each other in sleep. 

Duff never slept with him like this, Izzy mused. They'd sleep in the same bedroll, if he asked, but when they 
awoke, they were almost never twined together so comfortably. He wondered what it would be like to awaken 
this way every morning, with such a lovely angel curled against you. 


He couldn't help himself; he blew gently into Axl's ear. "Good morning," he said softly. 


Axl twitched. Slowly, his eyes opened, a deep groan working its way up his throat. Blue-gray eyes stared 
blearily up at Izzy. 


"Aren't you going to say good morning?" 
Axl grunted in response. "I gotta take a piss." 
"That's lovely." 


"Yeah." The prince pulled out of his arms, rolling off the side of the bed and then nearly tripping over the 
chamber pot. "Shit, didn't anybody empty it this morning?" 


Izzy didn't answer, found himself too preoccupied with the view of Axl's pale, round rear. 


When Axl turned back, he was yawning. "I'm hungry. And stop staring at my ass, unless you intend to do 
something to it" 


Izzy flushed, looking away. "I'm sorry." 

The prince eyed him contemplatively. "You wanna stay in? Instead of going down to the dinning hall?" 

"No, we..we should go down. There must be a lot you have to do before your wedding." 

"Nope. All | have to do is show up. Today is my day." 

Izzy said a silent prayer of gratitude when Axl pulled on a pair of breeches. And then immediately repented of 
the thanks. The breeches were tight. Very tight, so that when the prince bent over to yank a pair of boots on, 
Izzy was left staring at the fawn-cloth stretched over his ass. And damn it, but Axl looked far too alluring in 
normal clothing. He was only supposed to make Izzy hard when he wore a dress. 


"Come on, let's eat," Axl said, oblivious. "And after that..well, hell, | don't know. We'll do something." 


"Yes," Izzy murmured. "Something." 


The Last Day 


"Do you always eat like that?" 
Izzy glanced up from the table, startled. "I beg pardon?" 


Axl was watching him, elbows propped up on the table, which was deserted but for them. "You're so delicate. | 


thought mercenaries were supposed to be rough and disgusting.” 


"Ah" He swallowed another small spoonful of honeyed oats. "I apologize for not being the pig you had hoped 
for." 


The prince rolled his eyes. "Don't be so touchy. | was just curious." 

"Have you never heard about what curiosity did to the cat?" 

"Got him shagged?" 

Izzy arched an eyebrow. 

Axl grinned. "By a handsome mercenary? Because | could deal with that:" 

Izzy turned back to his oats. "You said that you wanted to do something today. What?" 
"| suppose horseback riding is out. You'd probably accuse me of trying to run away." 
ld probably be right." 


‘Not at all," Axl replied cheerfully. "lve given up on running away. If this is to be my last day of life, | have 
decided to make it the best day of my life, and be content" 


"| suppose that's a noble ambition" 


The door to the kitchen-only family or business meals were eaten in the dining hall-swung open, and two 


laughing men staggered in, hanging onto each other. 
Izzy raised his eyebrows. "Duff?" 
At the same time, Axl gaped. "Slash, you son of a bitch." 


The two men paused, the dark-haired one looking embarrassed, the tall blond eyeing Axl saucily. "Hey, princess 


bratty, nice to finally meet ya. And lemme just say, that you got this boy-" He leaned into Slash and gave him 


a smacking kiss on the cheek- "Trained to a T. You guys've gotta teach me some of those tricks." 


Izzy was mildly amused by the look of disbelief on the prince's face. So then Sir Slash had been Axl's previous 


lover. He'd known the prince must have had one; he was far too experienced. But..had he loved Slash? 

He frowned as he took in Axl's narrowed eyes. He certainly looked jealous. So he did love Slash. That was fine. 
No reason for it to be anything other than fine. After all, it was good for Axl. Now he'd still be in contact with 
someone he loved, even after he married the princess of Love. Except that there was an odd, bitter feeling 
settling in the pit of Izzy's stomach, and he wasn't sure what it meant. 

"You sure waited a long time before finding another slut to fuck," the prince muttered, scowling. 


"Come on, Axl," Slash said, putting a protective arm around Duff. "You said yourself it wouldn't work with us." 


"So you just forget about me?" His face was dark. "Fine. Fucking fine. | hope you're happy with your fucking 


whore." 

Slash's eyes clouded. "Don't you fucking call him that" 

"Don't," Duff said, his voice gone quiet. "I am a whore. | told you | was. Just because you didn't pay me doesn't 
change what | am." His eyes turned to Axl. "But you know what, you litte brat? lm happy with what | am. Are 
you?" 

Izzy glanced back at Axl, fully expecting him to make some retort. But the prince didn't. Slowly, his glare faded. 
He stood up, eyes flickering back and forth between Slash and Duff. "Fuck you," he said softly. "Both of you." 
Then he stalked out of the room. 

Izzy followed, giving the others an annoyed look. Bloody brats, all of them. 

"Highness?" he called, coming into the hallway. "Highness, you said you wouldn't run again" 

"I'm not" 


He turned to see the prince standing inside a darkened doorway. 


"They're happy." Those blue-gray eyes were haunted. "They just met, and one of them's a fucking whore, and 
they're already happy. If a whore and a knight can be happy, why can't |?" 


Izzy hesitated, stepping closer. "Happiness is a rare thing, Highness." 


"Don't call me Highness." Axl reached out and knotted his hand in Izzy's tunic-front, pulling him through the 


doorway. "You fucked me last night; use my name." 


"Axl," Izzy said, allowing himself to be drawn flush against the other. Why? Why was he not pulling back, 


keeping the distance between them? 


Axl leaned into him, arms sliding around his waist, face falling against his shoulder. "I just wanted to be happy. 


Its not my fault, the way | am. | never asked to be this way." 
"Be what way?" 


The prince sighed. "You know what way." His hands moved over Izzy's back, making the other shiver. He pulled 
back, eyes gazing at him through the darkness. "Kiss me." 


Izzy shivered. "| can't." 

"Yes, you can Just do it." 

"My duty is to guard you until this evening, even from myself. | can't" 

"Can you protect me from myself?" Axl whispered, and arched up, pressing their lips together. 


One touch of that mouth against his. One shudder as those fingers curled into hooks in his back, holding him 
there. One brush of that warm body against his own. That was all it took. 


He opened his mouth hungrily, but didn't let Axl in, instead, dove down into the sweet, wet cavern. Yes, so 
sweet, the tastes that met his tongue. With a trace of spice, and something dark and tangy, all mixing together 
to make up the prince's unique flavor. Izzy felt as though he was starving for that taste, and he would never 
get enough of it. He pushed the prince further back into the room, unable to see anything in the dark, even if 
his eyes had been open Axl tripped on something, and they fell together to the ground. 


Izzy lifted himself up so that he wasn't crushing Axl, but the prince dragged him back down. "Don't go 


anywhere." 
"The floor?" lzzy questioned. 


"Why not?" The prince moved up, grabbed at him and rolled, until Izzy was flat on his back, and he straddled 
his hips. "The carpets softer than the grass was." 


Izzy gasped as he felt his breeches yanked open Fight, fight him fight this. The feeling was coming back, the 
soft wonderment, only now it was darkened by lust. Maybe the lust would keep that other, deeper feeling away. 


"Hey." The prince dropped down, body stretched over Izzy's, so Izzy could feel that Axl was naked from the 


waist down, now. "Are you just going to lay there like a corpse, or are you going to fuck me?" 


"Should |?" But his hands were already reaching for Axl's bare hips. "Do you deserve it?" 


‘Oh, yes," Axl purred. "I've been a very good boy. And besides." He sat up, balancing over Izzy's hips. His hands 
dropped, fingers wrapping around the mercenary's already hard length. "| know you want to." 


Izzy groaned, fingertips digging into the prince's soft flesh, as he felt that familiar heat pressing down on his 
cock, sheathing him. "Damn it," he panted. "You're too dry." 


"But I'm tight." Axl's voice sounded breathless, more than a little pained. "Slash always said | was." 
"Fuck Slash," Izzy bit off. He started to pull out slowly. "I don't want to hurt you." 


"Don't!" The prince slammed himself back down, a tiny whimper escaping him at the same time as Izzy moaned. 


"Don't worry. | want it to hurt, a little. Just fuck me." 

"Axl-" 

"| said fuck me!" 

The tightness enveloping him was so delicious, and when the prince rippled the muscles of his back passage, it 
was unbearable. Izzy gasped, yanking nearly the whole way out, thrusting back in hard. Axl yelped, but Izzy 
couldn't have stopped if the prince had screamed. He needed it, needed Axl, more than he could understand. 
More than he wanted to understand. 

"Yes," Axl gasped. "Fuck me, please, fuck me." 

"| am," Izzy ground out, as he thrust up into the prince, over and over, faster and harder. 

"More," he cried out, voice bordering near a scream. He rose and fell now, matching Izzy's frantic pace. 

Izzy could just barely see the outline of the prince's body through the darkness, hovering over him, seeming 
almost to bounce. He could see when the prince's hand went to his crotch, and started to pump. Leaving one 
hand to continue to grip the rocking hips, Izzy brushed the prince aside with the other. 

"Izzy," Axl whimpered. "| need to come!" 

"Shh," Izzy growled, making his own hand into a fist around the prince's erection. 


The whimper went a pitch higher. "Ye-esss." 


He wasn't going to be able to hold on for much longer; he could feel himself wavering near the edge. His 
fingers tightened around Axl, pumping him faster. 


"| zzy!" 


His breath rushed out in a deep groan, and he shoved one last time into the prince. His teeth ground together 


to keep from screaming, as his release rushed out into the hot body above him. 
Axl, apparently, has no inhibitions about screaming. He stiffened, shrieking Izzy's name over and over, until it 
seemed any glass around them might well shatter. He came, with one last piercing scream, and collapsed over 


Izzy. 


For a long moment they lay still and silent. Listening to Axl's breathing slow, Izzy brought an idle hand up to 
stroke the prince's trembling back Axl shivered hard, and pressed closer against him. 


Contentment, that's what this feeling was. Lying here with a sated lover draped over him. But there was 
another feeling as well. A deeper feeling. The one he didn't want. A sweet sort of happiness. A warm tenderness 
toward the prince. 


He sighed. "Is it because of Slash? Revenge?" 


Axl stirred above him, and Izzy cursed himself for speaking. But the prince didn't leave him, just turned his 
head, so that if he craned his neck, Izzy could see the gleam of his eyes. 


"No." He echoed Izzy's sigh. "It's because of happiness. Because of not having it" 
"Oh." Why did that give him a rush of joy? "I wish you did. Have happiness." 


"So do |" Axls fingers came up to Izzy's hair, tangling through the dark mane. "When you close your eyes, 
what do you dream about?" 


Izzy was silent a moment. "I don't know," he said finally. "| don't dream very much." 

"When | dream, it's about someone who'll love me. Ever since | was twelve, that's what I've dreamed. | used to 
think it was nonsense when | was a kid. Then | got older, and | thought | was imagining the future. | was seeing 
the man who'd love me. Well, not seeing. He was always pretty hazy. But | could feel his hands when he 
touched me. | could hear his breath. Once | dreamed | could hear his voice. But after | woke up | couldn't 
remember what it sounded like." 

Izzy's arm tightened around Axl, a foreign feeling of sorrow ebbing through him. "Do you still dream about it?" 
"Yes. But now | know | was right when | was a kid. It's all just nonsense." 


"What if it's not?" 


"If it was real, then where is he?" 


Maybe..maybe he's right here. Izzy shook his head. "Come on," he said, gently. "Let's go get cleaned up." 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


They spent the rest of the morning wandering around the castle, poking into all the room in the highest 
turrets, staring down at the countryside. It wasn't how Axl had wanted to spend hi last day. And yet he didnt 
find himself minding, Not so long as Izzy kept that hesitant arm around his shoulders. 

"Have you ever been out of England?" he asked curiously, 

‘Mmm-hmm" Izzy's gaze remained on the wooded patch just south of the castle. 

"Well, to where? Did you go to France? Spain?" 

"Yes, France, but not Spain yet. | went to Germany." 

"Is the Black Forest really enchanted?" Axl asked eagerly. 

"| don't know. | was there to fight, not explore.” 


"Hmm. Do mercenaries charge much for their services?" 


Izzy shrugged. "Not so much as you'd think. There are too many men willing to lend a sword. | may be a 


competent soldier, but I'm not so excellent as some. | suppose they make thrice my wages." 
"| can't imagine anyone would be a better soldier than you," Axl said haughtily. 

Izzy smiled, turning to look at him. "You're very sweet." 

The prince rolled his eyes. "Thanks so much." 

| mean it" He leaned in and pressed a quick kiss to Axl's lips. "You taste sweet as well” 
"And you taste.." Axl pulled him back for a deeper kiss. "Like cinnamon and nutmeg." 

"Is that a good thing?" 

"Quite." He lay his head on the other's soldier. "Its past noon" 

"An hour or so past, yes." 


"The sun sets quickly this time of the year." 


"Yes." 
‘In another three hours, I'd say." 


"Did you want to be getting back to your room for.." Izzy faltered, then continued, stronger, "For you 
wedding?" 


Axl closed his eyes. Oh, God, this ache in his heart.. Was this what falling in love felt like? Was it supposed to 


hurt so much? Maybe he was already turning to stone. 


"Yes," he sighed. "Let's go back." 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNNN NN NNN NNN 


Izzy let the prince bathe alone, mostly because he couldn't imagine seeing him naked and being able to keep his 
hands to himself. When Axl emerged from his chambers, fully an hour later, Izzy was in no less awe. He stood 
from where he'd been seated, lips parted, eyes glued to the prince. Pale, glowing skin was clad in soft, white 
fawn skin breeches and a ruffled royal blue shirt. His hair hung silkily over his shoulder, gleaming in the 
afternoon light that spilled through the window. Every part of him was lovely and groomed, but his eyes were 
as frightened a deer in the hunter's sight. 


"How do | look?" he asked, voice sounding oddly shy. 

Izzy swallowed, fighting to keep his own voice normal. "I liked you better in the dress," he said, smiling. 

Axl smiled back. 

"Axl," Izzy started. 

A knock sounded at the door, and, without awaiting an answer, it swung open. King David swept in, followed by 
three royal guards. "Axl. Well, at least you haven't run away." His gaze flicked to Izzy. "Izzy Stradlin, | hold your 
debt repaid. You are free to leave. You may stay the night if you wish, and dine with us, and in the morning, 
as horse will be made ready for you." 

Izzy bowed shortly. "Thank you, Your Majesty.’ 

But David wasn't listening eyes already on Axl. "You look presentable enough. Come, then The priests will want 
to hear your confessions a last time before you are wed. I'm sure-" His voice went wry- "You have something 
you'd like to confess." 


Axl stood still, not moving. His eyes were as wide as saucers. "Father—Father, l-l can't wed her." 


"We've been through this before," David said briskly. "You had your chance, and you wasted it. Now we'll try 


my way." 

"But, Father," he squeaked 

Izzy could say nothing. His feet and voice seemed frozen, even when Axl turned pleading eyes on him. 
"Ive had nearly enough of this" David motioned to the three guards. "Bring him” 


No, Izzy thought. But the word wouldn't come out. No, wait, please. That feeling was back, stronger than ever, 
and maybe, maybe it was love, and maybe he didn't want it to go away after all 


But the guards had hold of Axl, and the last thing Izzy saw as he followed then out of the room, were those 


fathomless eyes begging him, before the door swung closed again, and he was all alone in the prince's room. 


Statuesque 


w 


Disclaimer: This isn't real. *sob* And what kind of sicko would actually want to hurt these people? 
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The sun was setting. Fiery light blazing fiercely as the orange sphere sank low over the horizon. Its lower edge 


just barely brushed the grassy edge of the earth. 


"You're not going to faint, are you?" Princess Courtney of Love eyed Axl suspiciously. Under his immaculate 
suit, now with a violet velvet cape draped over his shoulders, his face looked white-gray. "You can save that 


for tonight." 


Axl couldn't move. He didn't know if it was from fear, or if his limbs were already freezing into stone. He could 
hear the priest's voice ringing in his ears, could hear the vague amusement in his bride-to-be's tone. He 
glanced at her, standing there in her elegant gown, perfectly arrayed. But there was something in her eyes 


that made him nervous, something not quite tame. Or sane. 


The air was cooling fast, prickling the flesh at the back of his neck. He shivered. Izzy's arms would have been 
warm right now. They would have held him. Wouldn't they? But Izzy had let him go. Let him come here to wed 
this woman, had made no move to keep him. Of course, he'd only been a fun shag. Silly to think that it could 


ever have been more. 


Cher was standing out there in the small crowd. She wore a pink gown, her hair hanging down past her waist, 
and she neither said nor did a single thing to aver this fate. "I can't," she'd told him the first time he'd asked, 


so many years ago. "Once | give a gift, | can't take it back, even if you think its a curse.” 


And there was his father and mother, standing closer. Tina was frowning. David looked scarcely better; perhaps 
he wasn't so confidant after all 


Slash stood further back, near the edge of the crowd, with his brow furrowed in concern. But not too much 
concern. After all, Duff was hanging on his arm, looking as though he didn't care for this affair one way or the 


other. 


And Izzy was nowhere to be seen. He must already have left. All he'd ever wanted was to leave. Take his horse 


and be gone. 
Axl's heart hurt badly, so badly. 


The sun was half-sunken below the horizon 


King David maneuvered closer to the ceremony, eyeing the sunset with one eye, and the priest with the other. 


"Haste is no sin," he murmured so that only they could hear. 
The priest frowned, and spoke his Latin words faster. 

The sun sank lower..lower... 

"Your Highness?" 


The English words startled him, and Axl glanced at the priest. The old man repeated his words, asking Axl if he 


consented to the marriage. If he would take Princess Courtney as his bride. 

He turned, wide eyes settling on her. Pretty, yes. But why wasn't she handsome? Why wasn't her hair dark and 
unruly? Why weren't her eyes filled with midnight's mystery? Why weren't her hands strong and calloused, 
and yet ever so gentle? 

Axl bit his so hard that a drop of blood welled up. "No," he whispered. 

The princess's eyes widened, brows arching, "No?" she repeated, much louder. 

"l-1 mean-l-' 

Everyone was staring; what the hell was he doing? Why bother? 

"He means no” 


Those three simple words, spoken by that wonderful voice, made is breath catch. "Izzy?" 


The befuddled crowd parted down the center, to reveal Izzy Stradlin standing at their fringe, hand on the hilt 


of his sword, eyes determined, breathing hard as though he'd been running. "You're not marrying her." 


Joy exploded inside him so wildly that he had to bite his lip again to keep from shrieking and throwing himself 


at Izzy. "lm note" 


"Hell, no," Izzy spit out. "You're some kind of slut if you think you can have me only this morning, and trade me 


off for her tonight." 
Gasps rose. 
"Here now," the priest bustled. "What is this?" 


But those important people-David, Cher, Tina-said nothing. 


'Izzy-" Axl's grin froze on his face as something hard and painful and not at all good struck at his heart. 
The sun, he realized desperately, only a sliver was left above the horizon. It was beginning. 


His knees buckled, and he collapsed to the ground. Courtney yelped and jumped away. There were screams, but 


everything inside him was groaning and wailing louder. 


"Axl!" Arms were gripping him, warm arms, but he could barely feel them. What was wrong with his eyes? His 


VISION Was graying. 

"Axl, look at me, damn it! What's wrong?" 

Izzy's voice. Then those must be Izzy's arms. But it was so hard to make his eyes obey, to force his sight 
upward, to arch his neck, until he could see Izzy's face. Izzy was holding him, staring down at him with wide, 
scared eyes. 

"Axl!" Slash's voice now, Slash peering down beside Izzy. "No, damn it!" 

"What the bloody hell is going on?" Izzy demanded. 

"Axl!" 

'Iz-" His throat felt gravelly. It was so hard to force the words out. "Izzy." He wanted to touch that face, 
wanted to feel the warm skin under his fingers one last time. There hadn't really been enough time to feel it, 
to know its texture, its smoothness. Only this one day. He wished he could at least have had a week Or an 
eternity. 


His hand crept up, against the slow, dragging lethargy, to press against Izzy's cheek. So soft! 


"What's going on?" Izzy gripped his hand, then jerked it away. "Christ, what's wrong with your skin? Axl, what's 


going on!" 

'l-love you. | think" He swallowed, and it seemed to take forever to speak. "I think | love you." 
"Then what's happening?" he cried wretchedly. "Tell me what to do!" 

"Nothing to do," Slash said, voice cold and hard as steel, yet threatening to break. "He's dying 
"From what? From what! Will somebody stop staring and fucking help him?" 


"Iz" He couldn't talk now, could barely get the words out. It hurt so much; his entire body was stiffening up. He 


could feel himself hardening into rock. "Hold Hold me. Love you." 


"Axl-" Instantly the arms around him tightened. He lost sight of Izzy's face as his vision went entirely gray. 


"Axl, stop it. | don't know what you're doing, but you're scaring me. You can't die. You can't" 


Was Izzy crying? Wonder filled Axl, while his heart ached even more fiercely. Don't cry, Izzy, he wanted to say, 
but his throat was paralyzed now. Don't cry. It's not so bad. It won't hurt you. 


"Axl." He was sobbing against the silky red head, but the silk was fast stiffening into stone, the color washing 
out before the grayness. "Don't go. | don't know what's happening, but stop it, please. Where are you going? l- 
I'm sorry for the way | acted. I'm sorry. You scared me. | never felt this way before. But you can't go, not 


when | just found you. Axl, | love you." 


| love you, too, Izzy. He wanted to touch him again, wanted to hug him, but he couldn't move in the slightest: 


Don't worry. IIl be over soon For you anyway. 
"Axl. 

Don't be scared. I'm not anymore. Not so long as you keep holding me. Just don't let go. 
"| love you 

Love you. 

"Don't die. 

Don't let go. 

"Just hold on" 

Hold me. 

"IFI be all right” 

So long as you hold me. 

"Axl?" 

Cant see you. 

"Axl?" 

Can't answer. l'm sorry, Izzy. | love you. 


"Axl?" 


Can't move. But | can hear you. God, | love you. 

"Axl!" 

Don't scream. | love you, Izzy, love you so much. Is it still light? Or is the sun gone now? | can't feel it on my 
skin Do | have skin anymore? Or is it all stone? | can't feel you. | miss you, Izzy. Hold me. | hope you're still 
holding me. 


“Axl...” 


So far away. Why can't | hear? How am | supposed to feel the world passing me by if | can't hear? God, Izzy, | 


love you so much. 


Where's everything going? | can feel myself slowing down. Will | fade out of time completely? Where am |? Who 


am |? Am | even here anymore? Where's here? Where's Izzy? Where- 
And then everything stopped. 
"Axl?" 


He opened his eyes slowly, not at all sure why he could open them. A familiar face gazed down at him, eyes 


warm with relief. 
"You're awake. Thank God. You scared me to death" 
"Izzy?" Axl's throat still hurt, but it worked. "What happened? Where am |? Am | dead?" 


"I should hope not. But for a while | thought you were." Izzy's arms tightened around him. "What the hell 
happened to you Axl? Your skin went all gray, and you were getting stiff and cold." 


Axl stared at his arms, marveling that they were as pale as always, but without a hint of gray. "I'm supposed 
to be stone." 


"What?" 


He glanced around the room, finding that it was his chambers. He lay in Izzy's arms on his bed. "I'm alive. l'm 


not a statue." 


"Yes," Izzy said slowly. "Axl? Are you all right?" 


He gazed up into those dark, dark eyes. "You love me." 

Izzy blushed. “Just a litte." 

"A lot" 

“All right, a lot" 

"But-you don't even know me." 

‘| know." He scowled half-heartedly. "I think Cupid's having a bonus day. Axl?" 

"Hmm?" 

"Are you sure you don't love Slash?" 

He sighed. "Yes. | think he cares about me, but neither of us loves the other." 

"Oh. Good." 

"Why, are he and your whore off making like bunnies?" 

"Something to that effect. Only after he knew you'd be all right, of course," Izzy added quickly. "And | think 
Duff really cares for him. He's not asking for payment, and | know it hasn't been long for them either, but | 


think maybe they could be like us-" 


"Izzy." Axl heaved himself up enough so that he could wrap his arms around Izzy's neck. "Shut up and tell me 


you love me." 

Izzy paused, then slid an arm around his waist. "|..love you." 

Like you mean it 

"| love you." 

"Really?" 

"Really. You believe me?" 

Axl glanced out the window. "It's after sunset, and l'm not a statue. | believe you." 


"Should | even bother to try and understand that?" Izzy shook his head. "Well, what about you? Do you love 


me?" 


"I thought that would have been obvious." Axl rolled his eyes. "Of course | love you, dolt" 
"Well, you can bloody well thank me for that," a new voice said. 


Axl turned with Izzy to find his father standing in the doorway, arms crossed over his chest. His eyes 
narrowed. "You? Why the hell would | ever thank you, after what you put me through?" 


If | hadn't forced you to marry the princess, you never would have written that letter, and Stradlin here 


never would have come to rescue you.” 


"And what about me?" Cher demanded, pushing him to the side so she could share the doorway with him. "Who 
sent the letter off, with an arrow, no less? Who killed that horse? Who got this brat into a dress?" 


Behind them, Queen Tina shook her head. "Children, children" 
‘Hey, Axl interupted "What happened to Princess Courtney?" 

"She's gone back to Love," David reported 

"lm thinking of seeing if my other godson, Kurt, will marry her," Cher said thoughtfully. 


"You have more than one godson?" Axl demanded. "That's not fair! | only get one fairy godmother, and | 


shouldn't have to share her." 

"Don't be greedy." 

Axl was sidetracked from his response by someone nibbling his ear. "Hey!" 

Izzy drew back, tilting his head. "It was a very lovely dress. You do still have it, don't you?" 

Axl glared at him. "I'm not wearing it again." 

"Yes, you are." 

"No, l'm not." 

"You are if you want me to-" He leaned down and whispered into his ear. 

Axl's eyes widened into saucers. He shivered, violently, and leapt up off the bed, lunging at the people lingering 


in his doorway. "Out, out, everybody out now!" he ordered, shoving at his parents and fairy godmother. "Come 


on, hurry up!" 


"You," David said with a very unmajestic snort, “are such a brat. | can't imagine why he loves you." Sliding an 


arm around each of the regal ladies, he guided them out of the room. 


Axl slammed the door behind them and jumped back up on the bed, stretching out on his back. He gazed up at 


the amused Izzy with expectant eyes. "I'm waiting." 


Izzy shook his head, hiding a grin. "Put the dress on. Then we'll talk” 


The End 


